CHAPTER 141 


September 10, 2011 


“Mmmm! Oh man, this is really something.” 
“Gah... don’t slurp so loud. Please.” 


Everyone was had met up this morning to eat at the local ramen place, Hagakure 
Ramen to be precise, chomping away at noodles. Well, everyone was eating except 
for Justin anyway. It was too early for him anyway, plus he had a huge headache. He 
didn’t remember much, but he thought he had a pretty good idea what had 
happened. He’d recognize that buzzing sensation in his skull anywhere. Now it was 
just a matter of figuring out what the hell he did last night that he couldn’t 
remember a thing... Actually, you know what? He didn’t want to know. He was 
satisfied just knowing he was drunk. Let’s leave it at that and pretend none of this 
ever happened. Justin groaned, leaning over the counter and rubbing his forehead 
in pain, all the while, sympathetic eyes rested upon him. Given that most of them 
had gotten wasted too, they could feel his plight, his head ringing like a bowling 
ball. They kind of felt like hypocrites too, giving Justin shit about getting drunk then 
getting drunk themselves. And for those who didn’t get drunk... Well... they weren’t 
mad. That was a plus. 


“This place serves the best ramen in town. When we were filming, a lot of times | 
came here instead of eating boxed lunches.” Rise spoke aloud, having not really 
quite been as affected by her drunken shenanigans as some of the others were. In 
fact, she was pretty up beat. Which was kind of concerning given that she had been 
the drunkest one of them all. Either she had done this before, or she had some sort 
of immunity to the stuff. Everyone else groaned abit, listening to her upbeat voice 
drilling through their heads like knives through bread. It hurt like a bitch just 
listening to her. She must have caught on too, turning to Yukiko as she groaned in 
pain. “Huh...? You're not hungry?” 


“Um... What happened last night...? | don't remember much about it...” Yukiko 
questioned, a gap in her memory where last night had been. Justin could relate; 
though he was much less eager to fill the hole. Some things were better off being 
forgotten after all. He wasn’t sure if they did anything stupid, but he didn’t care to 
find out. Rise pressed her finger to her chin, eyes aimed toward the ceiling as she 
tried to recall herself. Now that Yukiko mentioned it, she didn’t quite remember 
whatever had happened either. 


“Oh, | think the two of us fell asleep quick. | heard it got pretty wild, though.” Rise 
remarked, deciding whatever happened, she had no recollection of it. Wide eyes 
soon crossed Kanji’s and Chie’s faces as they shot each other a glance, as though 


debating whether to tell them what had really happened. After all, Rise sure as hell 
did not fall asleep. She did got knocked unconscious at one point for a short 
moment, but if anything, she had caused more shit than anyone there. 


“Uh... yeah... asleep. Aha...” Chie chuckled nervously, lying through her teeth. Justin 
passed Chie a strange glance, not really buying her lie, blinking a couple of times 
with disbelief. He eventually just shrugged and turned his attention back to his 
drink: just water at the moment; soda would no doubt make his headache worse 
with all the carbonation and shit. He could tell Chie was lying, and Chie could tell 
Justin had caught on to her bluff, but it was also very clear he just didn’t care to find 
out what had really gone down. For now, all he knew was Rise was awake and drunk 
enough not to remember anything. She probably started a riot or something, now 
that Justin thought about it. In a way, he was curious. Just not curious enough to 
throw his innocence and blissful ignorance out the window. Sometimes the truth 
just wasn’t worth pursuing. 


“| see... | don't remember at all...” Yukiko muttered, not entirely satisfied with the 
empty void in her mind where memories should be. Of course, if she actually did 
remember everything that had happened last night (particularly the part where Yu 
had turned into a ladykiller,) she’d probably flip the fuck out. And could you blame 
her? Rise turned her attention back to her food, oblivious to the fact that everyone 
had gotten drunker than an Irishman on a Budweiser factory tour. She should 
probably be more concerned considering she had gotten wasted herself, but she 
seemed more concerned with her food than anything at the moment. 


“Ahh, this flavor never changes. | couldn't come here too often because it's high in 
carbohydrates, so being able to eat as much as | want is like a dream!” Rise 
savored the flavor of her noodles as if it tasted like gold. Of course, it didn’t taste 
like gold, that would taste like shit and be kind of concerning in a lot of ways; but it 
was Still pretty good. Justin just wanted to vomit a bit. The scent of food this early in 
the morning was twisting his stomach on knots. Yukiko shrugged before turning her 
attention to her own food, slurping down a few noodles of her own. Her eyes 
widened a bit as she slurped them down, shocked to find this it really DID taste like 
gold. Again, figuratively speaking. Unless gold tasted like noodles. 


Remember kids, ask your parent’s permission before licking their jewelry. 


“Oh... This is delicious! It has an interesting taste that makes you hungry for more.” 
Yukiko admired the food in front of her, surprised that it tasted far better than 
anything they had in Inaba. What was their secret? Did they have some sort of 
special ingredient or secret spice? Ground pepper? Seafood? Mocha, yogurt and 
mint chocolate? TELL ME YOUR SECRETS, DAMMIT! 


“You know what else has a taste that makes you hungry for more? Crack.” Justin 
remarked with his usual biting sarcasm. It was kind of a relief in a way seeing that 
his hangover wasn’t so bad that it was distracting him from what he was as a 


person. He’d be just fine. Justin yawned a bit, still very much tired, though kind of 
afraid of going to sleep. Not because there was any health risk or anything, (he was 
drunk, not concust,) but because their ride was coming soon. He didn’t want to miss 
it; even if he trusted Chie to wake him up should he slip to never never land. 


“Another bowl, please! Keep the noodles hard!” Teddie shouted to the chef. He was 
wearing his bear suit for some inexplicable reason, which just made it awkward for 
Justin to be sitting here right now. Why? He had a human body. Why did he insist on 
wearing that everywhere? Was he fucking insane? And who the hell eats noodles 
hard!? That sounded unhealthy as fuck. Though, given that Teddie certainly wasn’t 
human, he probably didn’t have to worry about his health in the same way the 
investigation team did. For all Justin knew, eating noodles hard might have been 
healthy for... whatever it was that Teddie was. 


“Um, I'll have the Hagakure Bowl.” Some guy who just walked in ordered. Now you 
may be asking yourself, but wait, who the fuck cared what some random bystander 
ordered? Well Rise did, for some inexplicable reason. Seemed that this stranger’s 
order had appealed to her in some strange way. Her eyes widened a bit before she 
turned her attention down to her bowl. 


“The Hagakure Bowl's a normal menu item now...!? Argh, | should've asked! Oh 
well. This is just as good.” Rise remarked very quickly getting over her 
disappointment in not being able to grab whatever this Hagakure Bowl was. 
Sounded like it was good though, given how amazed Rise had sounded when the 
name of the dish had assaulted her ears. Oh well; she could always just order a 
bowl of that stuff later if she wanted. Yosuke looked up from his bowl, a slightly 
curious expression on his face as he eyed Rise. 


“Hey, is it okay for you to be out in the open like this?” Yosuke questioned. At first it 
seemed as though he was asking whether it was okay for a celebrity to just walk 
around in public, which it obviously was given that she had been doing it for the last 
two months. In actuality, Yosuke, despite being pretty damn drunk, was not so 
drunk he didn’t remember what happened. He still felt the bruises from Kanji 
decking him, but that was beside the point. The point was that he remembered Rise 
kind of causing a scene when she went to do karaoke. That couldn’t have been a 
good idea putting a drunken celebrity on stage like that. Hopefully no one noticed. 
Rise nodded a bit, as though not even fazed by the question. She really didn’t 
answer the question since she didn’t know Yosuke was referencing events she no 
longer recalled. 


“Sure, no prob. See those signing boards? My autograph’s up there too, but the 
cook doesn’t give me a second glance. That's just how it is over here. Plus, I'm 
barely wearing any makeup.” Rise blushed a bit, as though embarrassed by the fact 
that she wasn’t coated head to toe in make-up. Oh and just in case you forgot, 
Rise’s fifteen. She didn’t need it. Really. Not one bit. In fact, she was actually really 


pretty for her age. Not that Justin was really into the whole ‘school girl look.’ But 
wait you say, she IS a schoolgirl. You Know what | mean, you smart ass. 


“You really don’t need it.” Justin remarked in a half-compliment, half factual 
statement, half reassuring remark, and half lack of math skills. Rise blushed a bit, 
head shrinking a bit into her shoulders in a timid, somewhat flirtatious expression. 
And that only in turn earned a glare from Chie. Don’t flirt with her; that’s what I’m 
here for dammit. 


“Oh, you’re so sweet senpai.” Rise gushed and admired, cheeks red hot for some 
inexplicable reason. Justin blinked a few times, getting a funny feeling about the 
way she was blushing, before shrugging, rolling his eyes, and turning his vision 
slowly back to the counter in front of him, his movement slow and cautious. He was 
worried for some inexplicable reason; something about that look on her face was 
gripping tightly at his lungs. Chie’s glare slowly swapped back and forth between 
the two, trying to decided what the hell was going on here and who she should be 
pissed about. Why couldn’t it be both? 


“Y'know what | think? The reason they don't notice you is 'cause this bear sticks out 
like a sore thumb... | guess if he wore that over here, he'll have to go home wearing 
it...” Chie remarked deciding if she couldn’t decide who to take her anger out on, 
she would take it out on Teddie. When in doubt, it’s Teddie’s fault. A statement that 
held more truth to it than one would normally think. Teddie didn’t so much as lift his 
gaze from his food though as everyone shifted the blame to him and his bear suit. 
Either he had accepted that he was at fault, or he just didn’t care when food was on 
the line. In fact, speaking of food... 


“Isn't it all steamy inside from the ramen?” Kanji questioned. It sounded like a good 
question at first, but then you realized the ramen was going in Teddie’s mouth, not 
the suit. In fact, now that Justin thought about it, this was one of the stupidest 
fucking questions Justin had ever heard. Did it get steamy in Kanji’s head when he 
ate ramen? Maybe. But Kanji wasn’t wearing a bear suit... 


Now Justin was imagining Kanji in a bear suit. Quite an... interesting image. 


“Huh? Where's my bowl!?” Yukiko questioned out loud with great confusion and 
disappointment. She had turned her attention away from her bowl for a mere 
second to stare at Chie and Rise, and now her food was gone. Though, out of the 
corner of her eye, she had noticed that Teddie had stopped moving. It took her a 
second before she got the implication, her mouth slowly opening with disgust and 
disappointment, her eyes squinting into a glare, her head slowly twisting on its axis 
to stare at Teddie. Teddie just maintained his forward view, trying to avoid looking 
Yukiko in the eye. He was guilty as all fuck. “You didn't eat it... did you?” 


“Y-You didn't finish, so... Ahaha.” Teddie chuckled with embarrassment and fear, 
trying to justify his actions. The pure murder and intensity in Yukiko’s eyes was 


actually terrifying to watch. It wouldn’t be the first time Yukiko had come close to 
murdering Teddie. Show of hands, who remembered that midnight channel quiz 
show thing? Yeah that’s what | thought. Needless to say, Teddie should probably 
run right about now. 


“| was going to finish it!” 


“Hey, didn't you just order more a second ago? How many have you eaten?” Yosuke 
questioned with careful curiosity. Teddie didn’t really have money because all of the 
money he made went to paying rent, so everything he ate was coming directly out 
of Yosuke’s paycheck. That said, if it was anything over three, Yosuke was going to 
rip Teddie’s head off. Both of them. Teddie’s expression slowly faded to one of 
sorrow. But not actual sorrow mind you, just that face he donned anytime he was 
going to start with the melodrama. 


“| dunno how to count.” Teddie remarked with great sorrow. No one believed him in 
the slightest. In fact, they knew for a fact he could count because he was there for 
the whole four princes bullshit. He KNEW how many princes there were and how 
many of them there were. Can’t count my ass; you can count just fine you lying 
prick. Justin shook his head about shrugging and throwing his hands up with 
disapproval. 


“| don’t have any Shakespeare quotes on the topic of counting.” Justin remarked 
with slight disappointment. He felt as though he had let the investigation team 
down, unable to satisfy their Shakespearian desires... 


They’d probably be all right. 


“...You read Shakespeare?” Naoto questioned with disbelief and curiosity. Sounded 
like a pretty blatent lie to her. Justin just dropped his eyebrows in a glare though. It 
wasn’t enough that she had called him and his sister murderers and tried to arrest 
him for smoking, now she was going to judge him based on his literary interests? 
She could go fuck off. 


“There a problem with that?” Justin snarled with anger, irritated that Naoto was 
interrogating him on shit that was none of her business. He got enough of this 
bullcrap from the others when they found out he had Hamlet memorized, he didn’t 
need it from this bitch too. Naoto glared at him a bit, not very fond of where this 
was going. She was HOPING this might actually be a topic of discussion she could 
get behind, the slightest essence of class in Justin’s character. Nope. He was still 
being an asshole. So she’d keep her mouth shut. She wasn’t that big of a 
Shakespeare fan anyway. 


“You little liar! Gimme that check! Let's see here... One, two... T-Ten bowls!?” 
Yosuke shouted with pure anger and shock. It almost looked like he was going to 
faint for a second, his knees growing a bit shaky and his palms wet with sweat as he 


looked at his bill. Teddie almost looked proud of his reckless spending; as if this was 
just a contest to see who could eat more. Everyone was glaring at Teddie by this 
point. 


“Yuki-chan's makes it eleven.” Teddie burped, a wide grin on his face. Yukiko’s head 
dropped with disappointment and sorrow for the loss of her lunch. Such a precious 
dish, gone within seconds, stolen from her like a baby taken by the dingo... if the 
baby were made of solid gold and the dingo was the incarnation of Satan himself. 
Chie patted her on the back, hoping to cheer her up a bit with the mere reassurance 
that there were people there that cared about her AND her lunch. Really, everyone 
was being a little over dramatic. Would it kill her to just get another bowl? Seriously; 
if it was an issue of finishing it or not having enough money, Justin would cover it. 
Even if food DID make him sick at night. 


“I'm sorry to interrupt, but it's close to the meeting time.” Naoto remarked, 
interrupting the drama. For once, Justin was actually grateful for her not keeping her 
mouth shut. Now if she could just keep it closed from this point forward, that would 
be fantastic. Everyone passed each other a couple of glances, as though surprised 
to see the time had gone so fast. Not that Justin was going to complain about 
getting on the bus back home. Chie seemed disappointed though, despite all that 
had happened. 


“Awww... Already? | thought the trip was gonna be a bore... But now that it's over, | 
actually had a good time.” Chie remarked with disappointment, eyebrows curved 
upwards with discontent. Even though everyone had gotten drunk and kind of 
screwed everything to hell, it was... well... fun, if not magical. Because forget about 
the alcohol, everything else was just so perfect. Yes, even Justin and his rose biting 
antics. It was cheesy, but... But maybe that’s why it was just so perfect. “Hey, let's 
buy a souvenir at the station. | bet Nanako-chan will be expecting one.” Chie 
lightened up a bit, shaking her memories from her mind. Yu scratched at the back 
of his head a bit, not really sure what he should get Nanako. She enjoyed that t-shirt 
with the platypus on it... What if he got her a platypus? 


Wait. No. Wrong direction with that thought. Let’s try the t-shirt. 
"I'll pick up a t-shirt for her.” 


“Alright, let's get going. C'mon Teddie, we're leaving.” Yosuke remarked with a 
smile, pushing himself up from the chair and getting ready to depart. Teddie didn’t 
budge at all though, despite Yosuke ordering him to stand. Everyone else had since 
gotten up from their seat, ready to depart, but Teddie still remained still. Perfectly 
still in fact. If anything it annoyed everyone at first, but then they started to get 
concerned at just how still he was being right now. It was... kind of creepy. 


“Don't make me rub your fur the wrong way, you little- D-Dude... Hey, he ain't 
moving! I-ls he hibernating!?” Kanji panicked after a moment. No one else was 


really fretting until Kanji started to shout, at which point, his frantic disposition 
became contagious with everyone’s eyes widening and their voices raised with 
concern. Save maybe Justin and Naoto. Naoto just thought they were being 
imbeciles again, and Justin... well Justin just doubted there was anything wrong with 
Teddie. There never was. The guy got as flat as a pancake and walked it off. He’d be 
fine. 


“Hey... D-Don't tell me... I-It's not because he's been in our world too long, is it!?” 
Chie shouted, proposing a rather unsettling theory. Rise out right lost her shit at this 
point, shouting to try and get Teddie to move. Justin just rubbed his forehead with 
annoyance, and Naoto passed a couple of strange glances around. Our world? The 
fuck did they mean ‘our world?’ Well, Rise was busy shaking Teddie, trying to get 
him to move. It was actually looking serious for a moment. Then Teddie burped. 
Right in Rise’s face. He fucking burped in her face after making everyone think he 
had suddenly expired. 


“My tummy's heavy.” There was a look of disbelief on everyone's face, bewildered 
that Teddie had simply had a sore stomach. And then there was anger. Lots of 
anger. Especially on Rise’s part, since she now had Teddie’s breath all over her 
face. He had to burp right then? 


“Leave it behind.” Yukiko snarled, before turning about and marching off. She was 
dead fucking serious. And the best part? Everyone one followed her lead, one by 
one, Teddie slowly pleading with all of them to try and get them to come back and 
most likely pay his bill because he was a cheap bastard. It was only Justin and 
Yosuke after a minute or two, and even they were seriously considering leaving him. 


“| ate too much... Can't move... Someone carry meee.” Teddie begged the two, 
hoping to be carried out there with a free train ticket back home. Yosuke and Justin 
stood there for a moment, staring him down with arms crossed before exchanging a 
quick glance and a nod. The two bowed their heads, hands folded in an honorable 
position. 


“Farewell, Teddie... We shall leave you here, along with our memories of youth...” 


“Or lack there of.” 


